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ice. It was the Bay of Whales at last We kept down along its east
shore—tough pulling, for it was all long sastrugi here. About the
middle of the afternoon we came to a place where stood two
American caterpillar tractors together, almost buried under the
snow. There was no doubt about this place—Ver-sur-Mer, Byrd's
port for Little America.
Although we had already travelled fifteen miles this day, we
decided to keep on. Directions were now sure. Little America
was almost due south along the shore, though how far away we
did not exactly know.
Actually, it was six miles away, and we went on to complete a
march of twenty-one miles, having sledged in all a distance of.
more than one hundred miles in the search. The actual distance of
the Polar Star from Little America, we learned later, was sixteen
miles.
Following down beside the bay, we noticed presently that the
trail was marked by orange-coloured flags on bamboo sticks frozen
in the ice. These flags were spaced about half a mile apart. We
did not realise that Little America was such a distance from Ver-
sur-Mer. In fact, at one time we almost thought that the orange
flags might mark the trail to Byrd's hut, where he spent the winter
alone, and that we were going in the wrong direction. When we
had followed these flags nearly three hours, Hollick-Kenyon said
that if in one more hour we did not reach Little America, he would
favour camping for the night. We were very tired by this time.
The trail lay over the crests of long icy sastrugi. A little while
after Kenyon had spoken, we topped the rise of one of these and
looked down upon the most desolate remains of past habitation I
ever beheld. It was the Byrd camp, but now appearing only as a
sparse thicket of masts, poles, stove-pipes, and guy-wires protruding
above the snow. All else was level white.
We dug near a stove-pipe until we found a glass skylight. This
we broke, then, after knotting loops in a sledge-rope to make a
ladder, we let ourselves down and found we were in the radio
shack. Icy, bleak, and deserted as it was, it seemed cosy to us after
our weeks in the sooty tent. It was Sunday, December 15—the end
of the twenty-third day since we left Dundee Island.
Then I had a surprise for Kenyon. For three years I had been

